Remembering my days at the 'Old Nazareth." 
nee a 


I was missioned at Nazareth in the mid-forties and fifties. I was in the ae 
thirties, age wise, and had been an K.N. since 1932. When I arrived at Nazareth, there 
were no seculars working there. There were fifty-seven Sisters in the old two story 
building. It was built in 1880. There were very few double rooms, and many small pri- 
vate rooms. There were no private bathrooms. However, there were two large bathrooms 
and toilets on each floor. | | 

Nazareth Convent was beautifully situated in Mehlville County, and is surrounded by 
fields of wheat and soybeans, apple trees, pear trees and a large grape vineyard. The 
land was purchased in 1872 while Mother St. John Facemaz was in office as Superior Gen- 
eral. i1t was a sixty-acre farm about five miles south of Carondelet. The purchase at 
various times of several adjacent plots of ground has extended the Nazareth farm proper- 
ty to ninety acres. Criginally it was clsimed to be in the Lemay county of Missouri, 
later it was designated as being in Mehlville, and now it is Supposed to be situated in 
Cakville. However, the address is considered to be in St. Louis, MO. 

A large area was devoted to truck farming. ‘We grew spin:ch, rhubarb, beans, lettuce, 
and asparagas. There were horses, cows, and chickens. At the entrance of Nazareth Lane, 
tnere were two large ponds on either side of the road. There was also a large red brick 
gate-like entrance, containing a large mailbox. Homer told me thet at one time, one of 
the workmen at Nazareth died, but did not have any relatives, or means to pay for his 
burial. So he was buried about six feet under the road at the entrance cf Nezareth lane. 
sverytime I come into the Lane, I try to remember to say a little prayer for him. 

Sister Reymond Francis Menne had charge of the chickens. She also played the organ 
which was foot-pedaled. Sometimes we helped her to gather the eggs, and would get 100 
to 125 a day! We would send some to Carondelet and keep plenty for our own use. when 
cister Kaymona became ill, I was siven the charge of playing the organ, but not the 
chickens. X eho 
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while missioned at Nazareth for about BENE SEGRE I had the following for superiors: 
Sisters: Louis Bertrand Solon, Mary Clarissa Bene, and Frances Agustine Saale. They 
were all hard workers, and very compassionate tiward the Sisters. 

among the duties of the Nurses, rooms were cleaned, windows was:.ead and screers were 
brushed. ‘the maintenance men were too busy with outside work to do these duties. Homer 
and Desire' Evaeret were our main maintenance men. kaymona Bunch hé€lped with the grass 
cutting, especially at the cemetery. Homer wculd take the large green truck ( we calleé 
it the Green Zephyer) in to the city every Saturday morning, @¢nd would return about four 
or fcur-thirty in the afternoon. He would do the Shoppine, gettirs vroceries and medica- 


tions. sometimes he took a Sister with him who hed e dental or ductor's ee 


Sometimes I would go with him to accompany the Sister. 

Desiré had @ private room in the basement, and was always on call at night. I 
often called on him, especially when a patient would fall out of bed, and I could 
not lift her by myself. He was like a big brother, very willing to help. I was told 
that he could neither readnor write. Homer was a business man type, sometimes very 
shrewd. He also told me that at one time he had promised his mother on her death bed 
that he would never marry, or leave the Sisters at Nazareth. He could have married 
one of the daughters of the Winklemann Druggist, but he didn't. 

EKomer owned three brick houses on Forder Road, across from the entg¢ance to Nazar- 
eth. He, Desire’ and Marie (their sister) lived in one of tnem. The cther two were 
leased. Upon the deatn of Homer, he willed them tc the Sisters of St. Joseph. They 
sold them, and netted enough money (100,000.00)dollars to build the chapel in the new 
building. 

I will try to give you a bit of background history on Homer, Desire and Marie, also 
Alice Evaeret. They came from Belgium, through the auspices of e friend of Doctor S. 
Wills, who was the Doctor at Nazareth at that time. They were hired to pick Chicory. 
Tneir wages were small for the hard work they were required to do. Alice and their 
mother became very ill, and soon died. Marie had a massive stroke and died at St. 
Joseph Hospital in Kirkwood, MQ. Sister Clarissa and I found her unconscious on the 
floor of their home, and immediately rushed her to the hosvital. 

Desireé and Homer had been to see the Christmas decorations in tke City, a few days 
before Christmas. When they returned, Desire died on the couch in their living room 
while watching T.V. 

Homer was a Diabetic, and died about three years later. 

Homer and Desire took care of the live stock at Nazareth. They had Aptberdeen Angus, 
Jersey Cows, and several horses. There was a large red barn with an adjacent cistern 
for the horses. There was also a chicken house nearby. The men's house was close by. 
About two or three maintenance men slept there. Sister Mary Claude Scott took care of 
the cleaning. 

Raymond Bunch looked after cutting the grass, especially et the Cemetery. He had to 
cut the grass by hand all around the head stones, as they were elevated eat about six to 
eight inches. The cemetery had huge cedar trees and were planted by Father St. Cyr. He 
literally started the cemetery, and planted most of the cedar and evergreen trees, most 
of them are st4l1l there.He was buried there in 1882. 

Sister M. Xavier McTigue and some of her relatives and friends were instrumental in 
plrcing the stations of the cross. The "Live Forever" plants are still growing there 


and bloom every September. They are a beautiful lavender in color. 
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Every day Homer would go to the gate entrance and pick up the mail, and place it 
the Superior's office. If he couldn't do it, one of us nurses would take care of it. 

We nurses would help prepare the trays in the small diet kitchen on first floor. 
Sister M. Engleharc Summers also helped both in the kitchen and dietary department. 

We usually had around twenty trays at each meal, and had to use a rope-pulling dum- 
my to get them to second floor. One day as I was pulling up the dummy, loaded with 
trays, the rope gave way, and down came all the trays! What a racket and whet a mess! 
This also happened to Sister Englehard at one time. We had to carry the trays, each one! 
Our chapel was small but lovely. The stations of the cross were hand-painted and 
the statues of the Blessed Mother and St. Joseph were wood carved, so I was told. The 
altar was wooden, and gold and white painted. The wall behind it was beautifully 
painted. We had daily Benediction, after our five o'clock prayers. Our organ was 
pedal-pumped, and believe me, it took much energy to pump and try to sing at the same 
time. Homer solved our problem. He said he would wire the organ, so that it would run 
electrically, but he needed some very strong cMord. Sister Gemma solved the problem! 
We collected corset strings. They were indeed strong. Homer used them; he successful- 
ly strung all the small percussion hammers inside the organ. It worked! We did not 
have to pump the organ anymore. It sounded great, a real electric orcan! I think 
Homer would have become a millionaire, if he had secured a patent on the idea. 

Our choir was small in number, but on funeral days, the Sisters from some of the 
other convents, would come and assist with the singing. I remember that Sister Kose 
Margaret was one of the faithful ones. At times our number would expand to four or 
six Sisters. We sang the funeral Masses in Latin. I especially liked the Dies Irae, 
which I almost knew from memory. The choir loft was on second floor, above the Chapel 
area. You had to descend about ten steps from the second floor, to get to the landing 
Where the organ was situated. Only abcut six or eight persons could stand around the 
organ. Sisters Marie Marcelle Amell and Frances figustine Saale were the two faithful 
singers. Very few of the congregation sang. Father George Nolte, our Chaplain, would 
occasionally join in the singing. 

we had a small pharmacy room on the first floor, West. Each week, Homer would take 
the prescriptions from the individual Sisters, in to the city drug store, usually it 
was the Winkelman Urug Store, to have them refilled. 

Tnere were two Doctors serving Nazareth during my time: Doctor wills and Doctor 
Cleveland. They visited one a week with their’ ‘girls, ap they callea the Sisters. 
These Loctors were very attentive and kind towerdG our Sisters. I used to marvel at 
their patience as they listened to their list of pains and complaints. After treir 
visit, usually two or more hours, we would serve them coffee or a c.ld drink with 


cookies, whicn tney thoroughly enjoyed. 
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Our confessor was Father Ronald, a Franciscan. I do not remember his family name. 

He came every Saturday, and would spend a couple of hours hearing confessions. Usual- 
ly I would escort him around to the rooms. I admired his patience with the Sisters. 

Our funerals were big affairs. As I mentioned previously, many of the city Sisters 
would attend, especially if it were on a Saturday, and they did not have to be in sehool. 
After the Mass, we would walk in procession to the cemetery, singing the In Paradisium. 
It was beautiful and impressive. Then Sister Frances Augustine Saale, who was the Super- 
ior, would invite every one for collation. She would treat them to her home-made bakery 
goods, bread, cookies or cinamon rolls. | 

Much of my time at Nazareth, was spent on night duty. The hours were from 7:00 p.m. 
to 7:00 a.m. There were fifty-seven Sisters, of course, not all of them were acutely 
ill, but I had to make the rounds about every half-hour to make sure that all of them 
were in their rooms, hopefully, sleeping. 

Whenever we had a wake, we always placed the body in the front parlor, near the 
left side of the Chapel. When I first went to Nazareth, we stayed up all night with 
the Sister's body. It became too much of a hardship for the elderly Sisters to do this, 
so the all-night vigil was eliminated. 

One night as I was making my rounds, checking on the Sisters, I discovered that 
Sister Paulina Mitchell was not in her room. I went up and down the halls peering into 
each room, but could not find her. As I neared the Chapel, I heard very loud snoring, 
coming from the wake room, where a Sister's body lay. I don't remember which Sister it 
was. J was really frightened, and slowly opened the door, and switched on the light. 
There was Sister Paulina peacefully sleeping, and snoring, near the body of the dead 
Sister. 

I wish to mention, too, that close the chapel in the front hall on the East side, 
we had the original bedroom of Sister M. Laura Kuhn, who was supposed to have had a 
miracle healing of Cancer of the Breast and Stomach. Her room was exactly as when she 
lived in it, plus many relics and a small altar, on which the numerous relics and her 
picture were placed. The alleged miracle took place in 1901. I shall relate her story 
briefly. She had an open wound on her exeace. presumably. It had to be dressed daily 
by the nurse on duty. Prior to the feast of St. Joseph, March 19th., she made a noven- 
to him, for a complete cure. She had to be pushed in a wheelchair to the Gommunion 
railing in order to receive Holy Communion, during Mass. On the feast of St. Joseph, 
she told the nurse that she did not need to have anyone push her to the communion 
railing, as she felt she could walk the distance herself, which she did! 


She related later, tnat she felt an unusual change come her body! When the nurse 
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Changed the dressing, she noticed almcst no drainage. Ina few Gays the drainage 

completely disappeared. Sister Laura was able to walk around afterwards. She died 

in 1939 from Pneumonia. Dr. Wills said later that it was not anything he had done, 

to bring about her cure, it must have been supernatural! You see, he was not a Cath- 
~Olic. Sister Laura had originally been a lay-Sister in our order. 

Another time while on night duty, I heard a loud pounding on the South door of the 
Community Room. I went to the door and one of our workmen met me, poy drunk. A 
taxi cab man picked him up at one of the taverns, and brought him to Nazareth, as he 
was told the man lived there. I quickly went downstairs to Desiré's room. Desire 
came up to the drunken man, and later, with difficulty, walked him down to the Men's 
House, a distance of abcut one-half block. 

When Christmas came around, we had a large tree, usually, in the Community Room. 
Often the nurses had the responsibility of decorating it, I enjoyed doing it during 
my Spare moments. However, if we had a wake going on, the Season was very quiet. We 
always kept "Ordinary Silence" and had no recreation, either at meals or in the Re- 
creation Room. 

I remember one Christmas, in particular. It was Christmas Eve, and I was busy in 
the Pharmacy at the time. Sister Rita dé Cassia Young came to me all aglow showing 
me a lovely picture on a calendar. It was quite a large picture of the Child Jesus 
with outstretched arms, with the caption, "Come to Me.'' About two hours later, Sister 
Rita had a severe coughing spell, and died a very short time later! She had indeed 
answered the call, ''Come to Me." I propped her up in bed with pillows, leaving her 
light on, she looked as if she were sleeping ad a gh undertaker would not 
come until morning, they never came if the Sister died befere 9:00 p.m. By the way, 
the nurse always helped the undertaker embalm the body at Nazareth. The equipment 
was stored in a separate room, and we prepared it for the undertaker, Hoffmeisters. 
We helped the undertaker, and then with the help of the Superior, we would dress the 
Sister in her habit. | 

In those days, we averaged about one, not more than two deaths a month. I was 
always impressed watching at the bedside of a dying Sister. Several Sisters were 
always there, sitting or kneeling, reciting the Rosary, or the Litany of the Saints, 
or other prayers. 

One of the extra jobs of the night nurse was to help with the apple peeling or 
peach peeling in the mornings, before she retired. Some of the other Sisters, who 
were able, also helped. Sometimes we had to clean rhubarb, or string beans. We en- 
joyed it, and sometimes it would be around noon before the night nurse would get to 
bed. Usually she was up again for five o'clock prayers and Benediction. I played 


for Benediction, and sometimes there were only two or three of us to Sing. I, some- 
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times the only one there to sing, as Sister Marie Marcelle or Sister Francis Augus- 
tine would be busy elsewhere. 

We always had the Christmas Novena, and sang it all in Latin It was beautiful. 

Our Recreations were of the traditional type. We would have prayer and lecture, 
and would sit around and chat before time to start prayers. T.V. was not allowed, 
except for the evening news. Some of us would spend our recreation period, picking 
peaches, where the new Nazareth Building is now located. There were many, about ten 
or fifteen trees. They had low branches, and we could easily reach or shake the 
fruit down. Several times, we would spend the light of a beautiful big harvest moon, 
picking peaches. We really had fun. 

We left the grape picking, usually, to Homer, Desire, or Raymond. Homer had the 
eqipment to make altar wine. Some of it went to Carondelet, and most of it went to 
Nazareth. He had a certain area in the basement where he made the wine. 

As I mentioned previously, the cemetery was my favorite spot, and I spent much of 
my free time out there. I had many dear friends buried there. Often, I became very 
lonesome, and longed to have someone to whom I could talk. I would walk out to the 
cemetery, Sometimes 1 would pray, make the stations, or just cry, or start singing 
to myself. On several occasions, I met Father George Nolte, and we would sit on 
the bench, and talk about various things. He was an interesting conversationalist, 
and I felt that he was lonesome for some company, too. Then one day, I overheard 
that we were meeting each other in the cemetery, and having sort of a rendezvous! 

So we stopped meeting there at the same time. It made me sad and disappointed. 
Nevertheless, I went to the cemetary early in the mornings before Father went. 

I was interested in planting flowers around the stations of the cross, such as 
Begonias, Marigolds, and Rose Moss. I do that every Spring, even today, and love 
to es looks of the cemetary. Father St. Cyr's pews is there, also 


&: There are beautiful flowers, Live Forever, around the large cruci- 





fix, all the Stations, and in front of St. Joseph Statue. I also had a bird bath, 
given to me by Sister Rose Mary Brueggen. She saved enough aluminum soda cans, 
to have them recycled | get enough money to a the lovely bird bath, which came to 


twenty-five dollars, she told me. 
One of the patients for whom I cared, in the old Nazareth, was Sister Mary Alber- 


ta Grady. She was a dear, prayer Sister, who used to work at St. Joseph Hospital, 
Kansas City, MO., when I was in the Nuring School, in 1929. Imagine, sixty years ago! 
One night I heard a loud noise! Sister had fallen out of bed, and couldn't move. 
I awakened Sister M. Oliver, and we got her safely back in bed, as she was a very 
small, frail person. We discovered a few days later, that she had a pelvic fracture. 


She developed Pheumonia, and died a few days later. She was over ninety years old. 
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On the night of her wake, I happened to be on night duty. I went outside on 


the porch for a breath of fyesh air. I noticed a large white bird walking on the 
outer edge of the roof of the Chapel. JI went inside, thinking nothing of it. I 
went about my duties, and came out again on the porch. There was the bird again, 
walking around the edge of the Chapel roof. I was fascinated! It would disappear 
from sight, and then again come into view. It kept doing this all night long. I 
watched it for a long while. On the day of Sister's funeral, the bird disappeared 
never more to be seen! Was it the Holy Spirit? She was indeed a very saintly 
person. | 

On another occasion, when we were having funeral services at the grave side of 
two Sisters, who had died a few hours apart, a dote fell flat down into the hole 
that had been dug for the caskets. They were wooden boxes, which contained the 
two black cloth covered caskets. We never had metal caskets in those days. Homer 
climbed down into the hole, and retrieved the little bird. He discovered that it 
had a broken wing. He kept the bird arougd the barn for many months as a pet. 
Later, it flew away. It was meant to be born free, I suppose! 

Another time, as I brought the Supper tray in to a Sister's room, I found her 
dead in bed. She had just celebrated her golden jubilee, and had a brand new habit, 
Rosary beads, etc. As we were dressing her body for the wake, I decided to exchange 
her brand new Rosary beads for mine. Mine were worn and broken in several places, 
and some beads were missing. So I placed my beads and cincture on her and took hers. 
That night, 1 was awakened very suddenly. It seemed that someone was shaking me! 

It was exactly 3:00 a.m. A voice clearly said to me, "You can't do this, you must get 
your beads back, as it has a spetial blessing on it which you received on your profes- 
sion day!" I ran downstairs to the wake room, and tried to turn the body over in the 
casket, to get the cincture, but couldn't budge it. I awakened Sr. M. Oliver and 
asked her to help me, but she refused. So I took my pair of bandage scissors and 
snipped Sister's cincture at the back of the body. It came off very easily, and I 
slipped her new rosary beads on it, and took mine back again. My conscience was now 


at peace! But when Resurrection day arrives, I know that Sister, as she arises, her 


cincture and rosary will fall at her feet, as the chord is cut in the back. To this 
day, I do not know how I acquired enough strength and courage to move her body in the 
casket! It was indeed heavy! 

I spent almost five years at the old Nazareth, but it felt like a hundred and five! 
Often I felt isolated and very, very lonely for companionship. However, I thank the 
good Lord for giving me this unusuel experience in my religious life. I drew closer 
to Him. He was elways there to help me carry my cross. 


One of the nice things that happened while I was missioned there, was when Mother 


Mary Tarcisgia Finn, Frovincial ouperior, arranged to have School Sister Volunteers 
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come on Saturdays and Sundays to visit with the Sisters, and help clean their 
rooms. It was a great help to the older Sisters, and it gave them much needed 
opportunity to visit and socialize with their friends. They enjoyed it, as they 


seldom had visitors. 


The above events which I have related, have been at random, and done as they 
came to my mind. I felt I should try to give an impressions of what Nazareth 
was in the olden days. In doing so, perhaps we can better appreciate all that 


we have in the present Nazareth. I feel that God has indeed blessed us a thousand- 


fold! 


Sister Marie Scaletty, CSJ., R.N. 
Sept. 1, 1989 
Nazareth Convent 
#2 Nazareth Lane 
St. Louis, MO. 63129 


